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“He has as good as admitted to Mgl
Holme that he knows who did i

“Oome, come! Putting his neck into
the moose for mere Quixotic feallng?
And who, pray, in this God forsaken
town.vshnnhl he be sacrificing himself
tor?’ the doctor asked satirlcally.

“That's the rub,” sald the lawyer.
“Nobody. Yet I hang by my proposi-
tion."”

“Well, he’'ll hang by something less

tenuous, I'm afraid. But it won’t be
your fault. The
crazy evangelist
was only an In-
cident. He mere-
ly served to jolt
ns back to the
normal. By the
way, did you
hear bim splutter
after he got out?"

“No."

“You remem:-
ber the story he
told the other
night of the min-
ister who was
caught gambling
on his ownh com-

Deluged the itinerant. munion table?
Well, Hugh Stires is not only the Rev-
erend Henry Something-or-other, but
he is that man too! The crack brained
old i1diot would have told the tale all
over again only the crowd hustled him
There he Is now,” he sald suddenly
as a light sprang up and voices broke
out on the onposite corner “The gang

is standing by, I see your friend Bar
ney McGinn,"” he added, with a grim~
enjoyment. “l doubt if there are many
‘converts tonight.”

Even as he spoke there came a shout
of laughter and warning. The specta
tors scattered in all directions, and a
stream of -water from a wellk directed
hose deluged ihe Itinerant and his mu
sic box.

Ten minutes later the street preacher,
drenched an’ furious, was trundling ,
his melodeon wward Funeral Hollow, |
on his way to the coast. |
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S Harry stood again In the
obscure ha arkness of
his cell It Tame to him

3 that the present had a
farreaching - significance;

LV that it was but the handi-

work and resultant of forces in his
own past. He himself had set Hugh's
feet on the red path that had pointed
him to the shameful terminns. He had
gambled for Hugh's future, forgetting
that his past remained, a thing that
must be covered. He had won Hugh's
counters, but his own right to be him-
self he had staked and lost long before
that game on the communlon table un-
der the painted erucifixion.

The words he had once sald to Hugh
recurred to him with a kind of awe:
“Put myself in your place? I wish to
God 1 could!”

Fate—of was It God?-had taken him
at his word. He had been horled like
a stone fromy a catapult into Hugh's
place—to bear hia knavéry, to suffer hig
dishonor and to redeem the baleful rep-
utation he bad made.
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Moreau. I eannot tell you or any one
else, either now or at any time." ‘.

8he gazed at him startled. She had |
a sudden conception of sowe eletent |
hitherto unguessed i his makeup— '
gomething Inveterate and adamant. |
Could It be that he did not intend to
tell at all? The very ldea was mon-
strous. Yet that clearly was his mean-
ing. She looked at him with flashing
eyes.

“You mean you will not!" she ex-
claimed bitterly. “You are beat on
gacrificing yourself, then? You are go-
Ing to take this risk because you think
it brave and noble, because somehow
it fits your man's gospel. Can't you
see how wicked and selfish it {8? You
are thinking only of hlm and of your:
gelf, not of me.”

“Jessica, Jessical” hé protested, with
a groan. But In the self torture of her
questionings she paid no heed.

“Don’t you think I suffer? Haven't I
borne enough In the months since I
married you for you to want to save
me this? Do you owe wme nothing, me
whom you so wronged, whose"”—

8he stopped suddenly at the look on
his face of mortal paln, for she had
strock harder than she knew It plere
ed through the flerce gesentment to her
deepest heart, and all her love and pity
gushed back upon her In a torrent
She threw herself on her knees by the |
hare cot, ¢rying passionately:

“Oh. forgive me! Forget what | sald!
1 did not mean it. | bave forgiven you
a thousand’times over. | never ceased
to love you. | love you now more than
all the world."

“It 1s true,” he said, hoarse misery In
his tone. *“1 have wronged you. If I
could coln my blood drop by drop to
pay for the past’ | could not set that
right. If giving my life over and over
again would save you pain | would
give it gladly But what you ask now
is one thing | cannot do. It would
make me a pitiful coward. [ did, not
kill Moreau. That is all | can say to
you or to those who try me'

“Your life!” she sald with dry lips.
“It will mean that. That counts €0
fearfully much to me, more than my
own life a hundred times. Yet there Is
gsomething that counts more than all
that to you.”

His face was that of a man who
holds his hand in the fire, “Jessica'
be said, “it is like this with me. Wheh

on the baleony—I was.a man whose
sou]l had lost {ts compass and its bear-

woke it. and it & flercely alive now.
And now with my memory has come
back a debt of my past that | never

gsoul's sake I must settle it now and
wipe It from the score forever.”

8he rose 'slowly to' her feet, with a
despairing gesture,

“‘He saved'others." she quoted in
a hard volce; " ‘himself he could not
save!' I ouce heard a minlster preach
from that text at home,
friend, the Rey. Heunry Sandersou™ !
thought it a wery spiritual sermon

his companionship had beeu to you,”
“If there were any justice in
verge,”" ghe added. “it shouid be he

you found me here—the day | saw you | |

Ings. My conscience was asleep. You |

It was your |

then., That was before 1 kpew what |
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“It should be he immolaging hinwself

now, not yow."
A dry sob answered him. He turned

and leaned his elbows o the narrow |

window sil), every nerve aching, but
powerless to comfort. He heard her
step. The door closed sharply.

Then he faced into the eémpty cell,
sat down on the cot and threw out his
arms, with a hopeless cry:

“Jesaica, Jessical”
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Jessica left the jail with despair in
her heart. The hope on which she had
fed these past days had failed her
What was there left for her to do?
Like a swift wind, she went up the
street to Felder's office, She groped
ber way up the unlighted stair and
tapped on the door, There was no an-
swer. She pushed It open and entered
the empty outer room, where a study
lamp burned on the desk.

A plle of legal lookiug papers had |

been set beside {t, and with them lay a
torn page of a newspaper whose fa-
millar caption gave her a stab of pain.
Perhaps the news of
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for bim you would never be here. e
rulned your life and mine, and 1 bate
and desplse bim for a se i
h,n.u..n : .

‘ That was what he
seemed to bet 1, those ol d
edge of u flush touched bis
as he sald slow
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immolating himself naw, not you. But !y
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